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Kashmir 


Robert saluted the audience with a huge smile, while Jimmy was running his fingers through his messy and 
sweaty hair, shyly smiling at the crowd. He shared a look with Jonesy, who was proudly lifting up his chin. 
Bonzo didn't move from his drumkit and waved at everybody with his drumsticks. Then, they left the stage. 


"Damn, you played like gods, boys!" Robert squeaked before wrapping his arms around Jonesy and Jimmy's 
shoulders, Bonzo being far behind them. Jonesy silently laughed. 

"Don't exaggerate, Golden God. | failed many parts." he quietly said with a grin. "But Jimmy, it was something 
else. I've rarely seen him playing like that! What did you take?" 

‘Only a sip of Jack Daniel's, Jonesy" Jimmy giggled. "I failed many parts too, y'know. But Bonzo's was on fire!" 
"Boys, will you stop underrating yourselves please?" the drummer shouted behind them. "We were all good, 
period!" 


Jimmy rolled his eyes and they made their way to the dressing room. This show wasn't an ordinary show for 
him. He felt different. Before every solo he played, Robert shouted "Oh, Jimmy!" in the microphone; and it felt 
like it turned him on. Jimmy's stomach was hurting a bit, but he tried to hide it. He couldn't feel something for 
Robert, could he? Robert gently squeezed his shoulder and pressed his head against his, while he was still 
holding Jonesy on the other side. 


"Ah, Jimmy, my buddy! What would the band be without ya?" 

'I- | don't know, Percy.. | guess it would just be Led Zeppelin without me." 

"Aww, no way! There's a fucking magic floating around when we play together, don't you think? Like a cosmic 
energy!" 


"Uh, yes." 


Jimmy felt his cheeks becoming red. He suddenly turned his head so Robert and Jonesy wouldn't see him. 
"James Patrick Page, | forbid you to blush!" he said to himself. Fortunately, he saw the door of the dressing 
room. He just wanted to run and hide, but Robert was holding him a bit too tight. Jonesy freed himself from 


Robert's embrace. 


"l'm going to my dressing room, see you later, guys!" 
"See you later, Jonesy, make sure there isn't any groupies in your closet, huh?" Robert giggled. 


‘lm going to my dressing room too" Bonzo said before coughing. "See you in the limo." 


Robert nodded and waved at them. However, he didn’t let go of Jimmy's shoulder. Jimmy felt like he was 


emprisoned by the person he wanted to escape from at this very moment. 


"Jimmy, | need to talk to you for a minute, can |?" 


"Uh, yeah, sure, | guess. Come to my dressing room, we'll have a drink or something.’ 


The Golden God smiled at him, and he felt his heart pounding in his chest, ready to rip off his ribs. He 
swallowed his saliva and opened the door of his dressing room. He sneaked his head between the door and its 
frame, to make sure nobody was there. Fortunately, there was nobody. They went in and Robert closed the 
door behind them. He flipped his majestic curls and scratched his chin 

"D'you want a glass of scotch, Percy?" 

"No thanks, Jimmy. | wanted to talk to you because | have a question | must ask you." 

"Go on" 

"During the concert, uh.. | screamed many times ‘Oh Jimmy! and | wanted to make sure if.. if | didn't 
embarrass you or something, you know. Because it was a total improvisation, it was totally.. unplanned.” 


"No, | wasn't embarrassed, don't worry. It seemed like the crowd loved it, the chicks were turned on, | think" 


Robert balanced his head backwards and laughed, his hands on his uncovered hips. If only he knew that the 
girls weren't the only ones to be turned on by those screams.. He wandered silently in the room, trying to find 
something to say. He stared at Jimmy's double neck Gibson, resting on the couch of his dressing room. He 
cleared his throat. 


"You're incredibly talented, Jimmy, you know that?" 
"| don't know, Percy, | don't know." 


"I tell ya. If only | could play like you, but it's impossible, you're the master." 


Jimmy blushed and tried to hide his face with his thick black hair. He grabbed a towel that was on a table and 


wiped his sweat, he saw another one and threw it tot Robert who wiped his forehead and his chest. 


‘lm leaving you alone, then. | just wanted to make sure | didn't offense you." he shyly stuttered. 

"You didn't, mate. You can stay for a bit, y'know!" Jimmy said and almost regretted. Shit, maybe he would 
notice there was something behind this invitation! 

"Are you sure? | mean, | don't want to be a pain in the neck." 


"You're not.” 


Robert smiled and sat on the couch that Jimmy freed from his guitar that he put back in its case. He sat 
beside him, holding a bottle of Jack Daniel's. They sighed and didn't dare to say a word. Jimmy's head was a 
mess; he was happy and intimidated at the same time. He loved to be with his bandmates, especially Robert; 


there was a sort of alchemy between them two, and he enjoyed every moment with him. 


"By the way, Jim" the singer said, "| wrote the beginning of a song last night and I'd like you to read it, maybe 
it could figure on our next album." 

"Sure, I'd love to, I'm sure it's great. Did you find a title already?" 

"| thought about Kashmir." 

"That's a good title. Short, efficient. We'll see what it'll give, don't worry." 


Robert smiled at Jimmy. Robert loved Jimmy's eyes; they were bright and dark at the same time, they were 
not too big and not too small - just perfect. But what he loved the most with Jimmy was his smile. Jimmy 
wasn't much of a smiling man, but if he grinned, you could be sure that it was a sincere grin Robert cleared 


his throat and looked away. 


"D'you want some scotch?" Jimmy said, trying to break the silence, handing him the bottle. 
"Yes.. Thanks." 


He grabbed the bottle and drank straight from it. The whiskey burnt his throat and he pulled a face. 


"Dammit, Jim, how can you even drink that shit straight from the bottle? It fucking burns!" 


"I'm used to it" 


Jimmy giggled as he saw Robert's expression after he gave him the bottle back. He placed his lips over the 
neck and let the liquid flow down his throat. For him, it felt really good after a show. It felt really good at any 


moment, in fact. 


"Can | tell you something, Jimmy?" Robert said with a frown 

"Sure." 

"l- | feel insecure those times. Y'know, about what | do for the band. | don't do much, in fact, and.. | feel bad 
about it. D'you see what | mean?" 

"I see, but | don't understand. Robert, you're incredible, how can you even feel insecure about your work? Being 
a singer is hard!" 


"I just sing the lyrics, while Jonesy, Bonzo and you play like mad on your complicated instruments. What am | 


next to you three?" 
"Stop talking nonsense, you're great. Your voice is spectacular and nobody can be compared to you. See? | can't 


even sing! The lyrics you write are also awesome. Don't feel bad, | swear we're proud of you.” 


Jimmy smiled at him and patted his shoulder. He gave him the bottle again and the singer took it before 
drinking slowly. He watched his lips moulding the neck perfectly, and his closed eyes. All he wanted was him to 
open them. Robert's dark blue eyes were mesmerizing and Jimmy wasn't the last to succumb to his charm. 
Maybe Bonzo was. His cheeks became warmer and warmer as he stared at Robert's mouth once again. Then, 
Robert took the bottle down and opened his eyes, making Jimmy blench. His bandmate smiled and blushed 
before handing him the bottle. When Jimmy grabbed it, their fingers touched and they shuddered. Their faces 
turned red instantly. 


"l- Im sorry, Percy.. l- | just wanted to.. uh.. grab the bottle." 
"Uh... Yeah, yeah, | know.. Just.. Grab the bottle, of course." 


Both shared embarrassed looks and they wanted to avoid eye contact; but something inside of them prevented 
them from looking away. They could read the tension in each other's eyes, and both of their hearts were 
racing. They noticed that their fingers were still against one another on the bottle and Robert removed his. 
Without looking away, Jimmy swallowed his saliva and put down the bottle on the floor. His mind was out of 
control and he felt like he was about to say something stupid and dangerous. 


"You look very handsome tonight, by the way" he whispered to Robert, who blushed even more. 


"You always do, Jim." 


Jimmy slightly opened his mouth but refrained from talking. Seeing that he could barely speak and think, 
Robert swallowed his saliva and decided to act. It was now or never. He yanked Jimmy to him and hungrily 
placed his lips against his, eventually tasting the mouth he had been dreaming of for a long time. There was an 
explosion of emotion inside of them. Their whole bodies started to tremble and their stomachs hurt. Robert 
could smell the whiskey in Jimmy's breath, but at the same time, his mouth tasted sweet. The kiss started to 
last longer and longer, and Jimmy leant on his mate, burying his fingers into the golden curls that he admired 
so many times onstage. Robert lied on his back and grabbed Jimmy's shirt between his trembling fingers; right 
after that, he felt his own crotch becoming bigger all of a sudden, which made him moan. Jimmy broke off 


their embrace and looked at him. 


"What's wrong?" 
"|- uh.. | have a.. boner. And in those jeans, it... kinda.. hurts." 


Jimmy had an evil grin. 
"Then, | guess we should remove them." 


Robert smiled embarrassingly and blushed. Jimmy stood up and locked the doors of the dressing room, before 


walking back to Robert who had put his hands over his boner to hide it. 


"Don't hide it, Percy" Jimmy whispered. "I like it." 


Jimmy sat above Robert and slowly stroked his naked chest, carefully removing the blue blouse that he 
almost always wore onstage. He licked Robert neck while undoing his leather belt, sometimes biting his skin or 
kissing it lightly. His lips went up to his ear and he sensually bit the earlobe, making Robert moan. Jimmy 
unbuttoned his partner's jeans; his hand sneaked inside, grabbing the thick boner and moving up and down. 


Robert moaned even more, grabbing Jimmy's hair and playing with it. 
"J-Jimmy.. Don't stop!" 


His partner smiled and moved his hand quicker. As Robert felt he was about to reach the climax, Jimmy 
removed his hand and his jeans. Then, he quickly undressed himself, biting his lip. He kissed Robert's soft skin 
and went downwards. He kissed his chest and his belly button, surrounded by blonde hairs; when he kissed it, 
he felt Robert's boner tickle his chin. He grabbed once again and put it into his mouth, moving his head while 
licking it. He carefully grabbed Robert's balls and stroked them. Robert felt like it was heaven; God knew how 
many girls he shagged, but with Jimmy, it was a completely different feeling. Usually, blowjobs didn't mean 
anything for him anymore, it was more of an extra than a real pleasure, but there, he felt privileged and in a 
way, loved. But did Jimmy really love him? He prefered not to think about that and enjoyed all the feelings 
Jimmy brought to him thanks to his mouth. 

Jimmy played with the tip of Robert's cock with the tip of his tongue, driving him crazy. His fingers clenched 
the cloth of the couch and he bit his lip so hard that he felt he was about to bleed. Jimmy stopped and 
reached his lips once again. Robert took care of him in return, driving him as crazy as he did. He made sure 
that he curls didn't fall on Jimmy's thick penis, afraid that it might hurt him. At the same time that he was 
giving him head, he stroked his butthole with his fingertips. Jimmy was moaning in a deep tone, and it amused 


Robert. After a while, Jimmy sat up and stroked Robert's soft cheeks. 
"Do you want it to be me or you?" 

"Wh-What d'you mean?" 

"You know, being.. fucked." 


Robert frowned before having a smirk decorating his face. He placed his hands on Jimmy's shoulders and 


pressed his cheek against his, whispering in his ear: 

"Fuck me, Jimmy." 

Jimmy smiled and their lips met again, devouring one another. Meanwhile, Jimmy slowly sneaked his hand on 
Robert's cock and stroked it again. Then, Robert turned round and Jimmy licked his butthole. For something 
completely new for him, Jimmy enjoyed it, and he never thought he would. He stood up and ran to his suitcase, 
in which he had hidden a tube of lube. 


| usually don't need it, but.. Just in case." 


Robert nodded and Jimmy fingered him carefully after putting some lube on his fingers. The blond man groaned 


as his black-haired partner reached his prostate thanks to his long middle finger. Jimmy touched himself and 
then, he slowly penetrated Robert, who was kneeling above him. 


"Please tell me if it hurts, okay?" 
"Okay, dear." 


The guitarist smiled when he heard him calling him "dear". At first, he slowly fucked Robert's ass, but he felt 
a bit in discomfort. As for Robert, he was moving up and down, biting his finger as he wanted to scream. It 
didn't hurt at all, but the feeling of having Jimmy moving inside of him was incredibly pleasant. After a while, 
Jimmy felt more comfortable being at the bottom. He felt everything on his penis, and not in his whole body 
as he used to feel. Robert cleared his throat and said: 


"Jimmy, d'you want to try doggy style? Pam told me you loved it!" he giggled. 
"IFs up To you." 


Robert nodded and stood up. He lied on hands and knees and let Jimmy penetrate him again. This time, it was 
slipping in even easier, and Jimmy fucked him hard. Robert felt so good he could barely breathe, heaving 
irregular moans. He buried his face in the cushion that was right under him and bit the cloth. He refrained 
from screaming, as he was scared that someone discovered them. Jimmy closed his eyes and lifted up his 
chin, having the same expression as when he plays a very good solo onstage. He deeply groaned, feeling 
Robert's buttcheeks hitting his thighs as his penis was giving pleasure to both of them. Suddenly, Robert lifted 
up his head and turned it to face Jimmy, or just catch a glimpse of him. 


"J-Jimmy, l'm going to come!" 


"Oh, m-me too!" 


One of Jimmy's hand grabbed a golden lock of his partner's hair and the other one grasped his hip, making him 
move quicker and quicker. Jimmy opened his eyes, which widened, and came into Robert, gasping loudly, as 
Robert screamed in a high-pitched note, as if he was singing the Immigrant Song. His arms were shivering, and 
so was his whole body. He could feel Jimmy's cock move a bit by itself into him, and it pleased him. After that, 
Jimmy got his cock out of the singer's ass, letting himself crawl on the couch, panting, staring at the ceiling. 
Robert didn't move, he just buried his face in the cushion again. They remained like that for a few minutes 


before Robert sat beside Jimmy, tickling his cheek with the tip of his nose. 


It was so wonderful, Jimmy. Thank you." 

"Damn.. That was.. Wow." 

"But... Was it right? | mean, what if the others found out? What would happen?" 

"Shhh, love" Jimmy whispered with a tender smile on his face, wedging a lock of Robert's hair behind his ear, 


"don't ruin the moment. We'll talk about that later, mmh?" 


Robert blushed and nodded before they kissed. Jimmy looked at the clock nailed on the wall and jumped out of 


the couch. 


"SHIT! We're late!" 
"And | didn't even changed my clothes, oh damn" 


Robert dressed up in a hurry before kissing Jimmy once again and leaving the dressing room to go to his. He 
removed again his jeans and his blouse and put on a silk shirt and another pair of jeans. Then, he called the 
roadies who came in to take all his stuff and bring them to the tour truck. He met Jimmy outside the building, 
and they smiled at each other, but didn't kiss or touch. Jonesy and Bonzo were standing a few meters away, 
pressing their backs against a wall, smoking cigarettes. When they arrived, Jonesy threw his cigarette on the 


floor and crashed it with his boot. 


"Dammit, why did you take so long?" 

"Robert wrote a new song" Jimmy said, naturally. "| checked the lyrics, and actually, | think we've got 
something here. We'll think about it during our next rehearsals, mmh?" 

They nodded and the four bandmates walked up to their limo, entering it. There was a lot of traffic in the city, 
and they took at least two hours to reach their hotel. On the way, Bonzo was looking out of the window, bored 
as hell, Jonesy was playing with his own hair and sighed as he noticed it was a bit damaged. Then, there was 
Jimmy, resting his chin on the palm of his hand, his closed fingers hiding his mouth, looking out the window, like 
Bonzo; but there was a mass of golden hair tickling his neck, as Robert fell asleep on his shoulder, his hand 
struck between their two thighs. Nobody noticed that Jimmy was tenderly moving his fingertips on the palm of 


Robert's hand, drawing an invisible heart on it. 


